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Florence was bored, so she went 
to the Magic Roundabout where 
she found Mr Rusty playing his 
barrel organ. 

“Hello, Florence old girl,” said Mr 
Rusty.“You look bored.” 

“Yes,” said Florence. “I can’t think 
of anything to do,” she sighed. 

BOING! 

Zebedee arrived. 

“Can't think of anything to do?” 
said Zebedee. “What you need is 
a little adventure or two,” he said, 
and he did a little twirl. 


“Ooh, go on then,” said 
Florence gamely. 

“Ready?” said Zebedee. 

Florence said she was. As 
ready as she’d ever be. 

“Where would you like to go?” 
said Zebedee. “Up the Amazon? 
To the Moon? Exploring darkest 
Birmingham?” 

“Um, the Garden | think,” said 
Florence. 

“A wise choice,” agreed 
Zebedee. “Shall we go?” 

And they wert... 


DOUGALS PHOTO ALBUM 


In the Garden Florence found 
Dougal, who was looking 
through his old photograph 
album.“Ah, memories,” he said. 
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Mr Rusty was having a quiet 
rest and a sit down by his 
roundabout when Florence 
arrived carrying a basket. 

“Hello Mr Rusty,” said Florence. 

“Howdy doody Florence,” said 
Mr Rusty cheerfully, “and what 
are you up to?” 

“| thought | might go and pick 
some wild flowers and herbs 
and things for my nature 
project,” said Florence. 

BOING! 

Zebedee arrived.“Good 
idea,” he said. “It could be very 
educational.” 

“And quite enjoyable too, | 
hope,” said Florence hopefully. 
And she went off into the 
Garden... 

Dougal had been waiting 
some time and was beginning 
to feel a little peckish. 
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“Hello, Dougal. Fancy going 
on a nature ramble?” Florence 
asked. Dougal wasn’t too sure. 
It sounded too much like 
exercise. 

Just then, Mr MacHenry 
whizzed busily by on his tricycle. 
“Hi there!” said Mr MacHenry. 

“Going on a hike?” 

“Yes,” said Florence. 

“Just the right sort of a day for 
picking mushrooms,” 
suggested Mr MacHenry 
helpfully, “out make sure you 
don't eat any.” 

“Oh no!” said Florence. 

“They spring up overnight you 
know, when the conditions are 
right,” he went on before 
whizzing off again. 

Dougal hoped that some 
had sprung up while he was 
waiting so he had a look round. 


“Humph! Well none have 
sprung up around here!” said 
Dougal miserably. 

“Come on, Dougal,” said 
Florence briskly, “let's go and 
see if we can find some 
interesting things for my nature 
table.” But Dougal was too busy 
thinking about his stomach to 
take much notice. 

“Yes,” said Dougal 
thoughifully. “I quite fancy some 
mushrooms, sliced up and fried 
in butter, have’em on toast, or 
stirred into a creamy sauce 
with spaghetti,” he muttered 
hungrily. 

“Oh look, that’s interesting,” 
said Florence, pointing to an 
interesting thing. 

“Is it?” asked Dougal absently, 
still thinking about mushrooms. 
“We could always put them with 
some melted cheese anda 
squeeze of tomato puree on 
bread,” he went on dreamily, “a 
sort of homemade mushroom 
pizza.” 

“No,” said Florence. “We're not 
going to eat them.We’re going 


to look at them under 
microscopes and things.” 

Dougal got very huffy. 

“Oh, iook. A garden gnome!” 
said Dougal huffily. But if wasn't. 
lt was Dylan. He was asleep in 
the sun, snatching a snooze 
between naps. 

“Hello Dylan,” said Florence. 

Dylan yawned and woke up 
to find himself sitting in the 
middle of a mushroom patch. 

“Hey, wow! Mushrooms,” he 
mumbled sleepily. “They must 
have sprung up overnight! 
Either that, or fallen from the 
sky,” he added and went back 
to sleep. 

Dougall licked his lips. 

“Now Dougal, don't eat any, 
will you?” cautioned Florence. 

“Why not?” asked Dougal 
peckishly. 

Dylan stretched and yawned. 
He was getting uncomfortably 
warm, lying in the sun. “Time to 
move on,” he muttered. So he 
did. 

“Sometimes | think that rabbit 
would make a good 


specimen,” muttered Dougal, 
sniffing a mushroom 
experimentally. 

“No Dougal,” warned 
Florence.“You can’t eat them 
because we don’t know which 
ones are poisonous.” 

“Can't | just have a little 
nibble?” pleaded Dougal. 

“No,” said Florence sternly, 
picking a mushroom. “This is a 
scientific experiment.” 

Suddenly the mushroom 
grew in her hand. 

“Ooh,” said Florence, 
surprised. 

“What on earth -” gasped 
Dougal. 

“Ooh, look. It got bigger!” said 
Florence. 

“Lcan see that,” said Dougal, 
eyeing the huge mushroom. 
“There’s enough for a casserole 
there!” . 

“| wonder if they're all like 
that?” thought Florence out 
loud and picked another one, 
just fo see.“Ooh, yes. Look!” she 
said as it grew as well. 

“Be carefull” said Dougal 
nervously. “| don’t like the look 
of this. These mushrooms must 
be magic!” 

“Do you think so?” said 
Florence, looking at the giant 
mushroom in her hand. And 
before Dougal could say 
anything else, the mushroom 
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changed - magically. 

“Oh, look, it’s changed into a 
little umbrella!” gasped 
Florence. And so it had-a little 
umbrella with spots. 

“What's it playing at now? 
Treacherous toadstool!” said 
Dougal suspiciously. He wasn't 
too fond of magic things. You 
never quite knew what they 
were going to do next. 

And what the umbrella did 
next was grow larger and 
sprout a fringe. 

Dougal fled in fright, but 
Florence was fascinated. 

“Oh!” said Florence with 
delight and she held it above 
her head. 

“Watch out!” cried Dougal 
from behind the safety of a 
nearby tree. “If’s a poisonous 
parasol. It’s got spots on the 
top!” 

The umbrella suddenly grew 
larger again. 

“Filandering fungus!” said 


Dougal, who was more than a 
bit scared by now. 

“ve always wanted one of 
these,” sighed Florence happily, 
parading up and down with 
her new parasol. 

Meanwhile, Dylan was finding 
it hard to get back to sleep. It 
was just too hot in the sun now. 
“Oh wow! The temperature’s 
rising!” he drawled and he got 
up and went to look for some 
cool shade. 

“Dylan!” called Florence. 

“Er, yeah?” said Dylan sleepily. 

“Be careful!” Dougal warned 
him, panicking and running 
round in little circles.“She has 
picked a Parasolicus 
Botanicus!” 


“Here you are,” said Florence, 
giving Dylan her parasol. “Try 
this.” So Dylan did. He stuck if in 
the ground and lay down 
under it to shade himself from 
the sun.“Oh wow, this is cool!” 
he said drowsily and drifted off 
to sleep. 

BOING! 

Zebedee arrived. 

“Of course, you know what's 
going to happen if they keep 
getting bigger, don’t you?” said 
Zebedee, eyeing all the other 
mushrooms. 

“No,” said Florence innocenfly. 

“Well,” said Zebedee, “there 
won't be mush-room for 
anything else. Heh heh heh,” he 
chuckled. 

“What a pathetic joke!” 
snapped Dougdl irritably. 

“Well it was only a matter of 
time before somebody said if,” 
said Florence calmly as they 
wandered off, leaving the 
magical mushrooms changing 
merrily into umbrellas. “I’m just 


4 glad it wasn’t me, that’s alll,” she 


added. 

And with that they went off to 
look for something a little less 
magical and a lot more edible 
to soothe Dougal’s nerves and 
stop his tummy from rumbling. 


“Why are you feeding coins to that piggy?” Dougal was impressed. “I think | ought to get one 


Dougal gasped. “Silly!” Florence giggled. “It’s a of those’ he thought, and off he shuffled to Mr 
china pig — a piggy-bank! | put my money in his Rusty’s china piggy-bank stall. “I'll take that big 
slot and he keeps if nice and safe for me’ one on the end’ he grinned. 


“| didn't know Dougal had any spare money —| “What are you doing?” gasped Florence. “This!” 
thought he spent it all on sugar lumps; said Paulfo said Dougal, and he emptied a bag of sugar 
Florence. Then they saw that Dougal was banging lumps into his china pig. “Money isnt the only thing 
a big hole in his piggy-bank! that piggies can keep safe, you know,” he grinned. 
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Roller-skate Fun 


Dougal and his friends kept falling over when they 
tried to roller-skate one day. “Whoops!” gasped 


Dougal, bumping his chin on the ground. “That 
was sore!” 


He took them to The Bouncy Land of Rubber! 
“This is better!” Florence giggled, rolling down a 
hill. “Every time | fall over — | bounce! It’s so 
much fun!” 
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“Im sore all over,” grumbled Florence, bumping 
into a tree. “| Know a place where you will enjoy 
roller-skating”’ smiled Mr MacHenry. “Come on. 
Just follow me.” 


Brian Snail could hardly wait! “Come on, Dougal, 
old matey!” he grinned. “Get your skates on and 
we can joinin the fun!” “All right,” said Dougal. 
“Let's go!” 


— se "|i —~ 


Dougal’s Present 


ys 


“This must be for me because it’s got my name on  Dougallooked puzzled, “Perhaps it’s a hat,” he 


it,” Dougal said, when he found a present from said, putting it on his head. “! dont think it is, 
Florence, one day. “But what do you think it is?” matey,” Brian Snail giggled. “The name's upside 
said Brian Snail. down now.” 


Dougal was beginning to fee! silly, “Perhaps it’s “Sillies!” Florence giggled, running up. “It’s 
abath, then” he said, stepping in. “A bath? Bit something Dougal will really enjoy using, It’s a 
titchy, isnt it?” Brian laughed. “You can hardly fit sugar bow!!” Dougal wanted proof! “Let's see a 
inside it.” few sugar lumps init, then’ he grinned. 
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Dougal and Brian Snail were strolling in the Magic 
Garden one day, when it started fo rain. Just my 
tuck’ muttered Dougal. “I’ve just washed and 
Brushed my coat! Now we will get drenched!” 


“You might, matey,” giggled Brian. “But | won't! I've 
got my shell to shelter in!” “It’s all right for some!” 
Dougal huffed, getting wetter and wetter. Then he 
had anidea. 


When the rain had stopped, Florence and Paul 
came along and saw Dougal banging away with 
ahammer behind a bush. “| expect he's breaking 
up some of his sugar lumps,’ Paul giggled. 


“Nothing of the sort,” said Dougal and he came 
out from behind the bush with a kennel on his 
back! “Next time if rains, he chuckled, “| can pop 
my head inside and keep nice and dry.” 
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How to make your own delicious 


Dougal cake. 


You will need: a Swiss roll; some 
icing sugar; the same amount of 
soft butter; 1 tablespoon of warm 
milk, a pinch of cocoa powder; 
marzipan; jam; a pontefract cake; 
two red Smarties; chocolate drop 
cake decorations and a cake 


platter. 
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And there you have your Dougal 
cake. You might even like to adda 
couple of sugar cubes! 


One day, Dougal and Brian Snail found a strange “| know what it is!” Dougal gasped, “A bird that’s 


creature with a squashy tartan body, “What's it fallen out of its nest! Here, help me stand it up!” But 
doing in our garden?” Dougal said. “Looks like it’s the funny creature was a bit unsteady on its legs — 
having a sleep to me’ Brian grinned. it fell over again. 


“It’s not a bird — it’s a vacuum cleaner, matey,” That night, Mr MacHenry played his bagpipes and 
Brian said. “See - | can suck leaves up the tubes everyone danced some Scottish reels. “I’m 

into the bag’ “You've both got if wrong” said enjoying this” said Dougal, as he shuffled about. 
Mr MacHenry. “They're my bagpipes!” “Even though | have got to wear a funny hat.” 
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: 


Dougal was fast asleep, “Go away and leave me in “That does it!” shouted Dougal, 
dreaming about sugar lumps peace!” Dougal wuffed. He had _ rushing off. “Oh, dear,” said 
one day, when Rosalie's ballhithim — just shut his eyes when Basil’s Florence. “Now we really have 


on the head and woke him up! football hit him! 


upset him’ 


“| wonder what he’s going to do?” said Paul, when 
Dougal came driving back in his space-car. 
“Perhaps he’s so fed-up with us, he’s going to leave 
the Magic Garden’ said Rosalie sadly. 


“He's not going anywhere,’ Florence giggled as 
Dougal stopped the car, closed his eyes and fell 
asleep again. “He just wants to make sure that we 
cant hit him with the balls again!” 
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GHWA 
CODE 


Mr Rusty was fed up. “I’ve written 
out a list of rules and 
regulations for us to follow,” he 
said. “I’m fed up of people 
rushing around and coming 
and going as they please!” he 
moaned. 

“Hello!” said Florence, arriving 
suddenly. 

“See what | mean?” said Mr 
Rusty. 

BOING! 

“He’s right you know,” said 
Zebedee, appearing out of the 
blue. “It’s mayhem!” 

“And I’ve painted a warning 
sign!” said Mr Rusty sternly. 


“Ah, wise man,” said Zebedee, 


giving a little twirl. “If we all did 
that the world would be a 
better place!” 

So they went off to see if it 
WGsS... 

In the Garden Dougal was 
looking for somewhere fo put 
up his own road sign. 

“Yes, it's about time we had a 
proper Highway Code,” he 
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muttered. “You never know who 
you're going to bump into 
around here,” he said, bumping 
into Dylan, who had to lie down 
and have a quick nap to 
recover from the shock. 

Ermintrude ran into them. “I 
think we should have restricted 
parking zones,” she suggested, 
glaring at the snoozing rabbit 
in her path. 

“Yes,” agreed two birds, 
fluttering down out of their tree 
with yet another sign. 
“Sometimes it gets very 
crowded up there in that tree,” 
said one.“l mean yesterday | 
stood there for three hours 
just trying to get a branch to 
sing on!” 

“I've always wanted to be a 
traffic warden,” complained 
Penelope, the wool spider, 
trying to get past and wishing 
she could book someone. 

Things were getting out of 
hand. Everybody was getting in 
everyone else’s way. If was a 


traffic jam, a snarl up. The 
Garden was gridlocked. 

The Train had to shoosh to a 
halt.“| don’t think we'd have 
any problems at all,” he puffed, 
“if everyone were like me, 
environmentally sound, 
punctual and reliable!” 

“We should have cycle lanes,” 
said Mr MacHenry, weaving — 
through on his tricycle and 
cutting up Brian, who was 
enjoying a slow afternoon 
crawl. 

“What about the speed limit?” 
called Brian. 

Everybody, if seemed, had 
their own ideas about rules 
and regulations for the Garden. 
It was all very confusing. 

BOING! 

Zebedee arrived to try and 
sort things out. | 
“Right,” said Zebedee. “When 
moving across the Garden,” he 
told them, “look left then right, 

check thoroughly in all 
directions that you're not 


obstructing a stationary object 
then, after ensuring that you're 
in an upright position, proceed 
with caution. Are we all 
agreed?” 

They were. As far as they 
could tell, which wasn't very far 
at all. 

Florence suggested that if 
they puf up some road signs 
the Garden might well be an 
easier place to walk around. 

They all thought this was a 
good idea and went off to 
make some. 

Penelope put her sign up first. 
It was a picture of a web. 


~_. “Warning: Web Ahead,” 


Penelope explained. 

Dylan had nodded off with 
excitement so Florence put his 
sign up for him. It was a picture 


) of a hooter with a line through it. 


“| think that means No Noise 
Area,” said Florence on Dylan’s 
behalf. 

Ermintrude put hers up next. 
“Keep ON the Grass,” said 
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Ermintrude, who wanted to 
make sure she could always 
have a quick graze if she felt 
like it. 

“And Dougal?” said Florence. 

“Heh, heh, heh!” Dougal 
chuckled mischievously and 
put up a-warning sign of a cow. 
“Beware Of Low Flying Cows!” 
he sniggered. Ermintrude wasn't 
at all amused. 

“| don’t think I'm going to play 
anymore,” she said and 
wandered off in a huff. 

“Oh come on, Ermintrude,” 
said Florence. “This is only going 
to work if we all agree to abide 
by the rules.” 

“Pedal Power,” said Mr 
MacHenry proudly, putting up a 
tricycle sign. 

“Let The Train Take The Strain,” 
whistled the Train, putting his 
sign up. 

“Oh yes, that’s good,” 
chorused the two birds, fixing 
up a sign full of musical notes. 
“No singing between the hours 
of eight thirty and one thirty 
and three o’clock and seven 
thirty on weekends and on 
week days eight o'clock to 
eleven thirty, unless you're 
displaying the appropriate 
permit,” they explained. 

“That shouldn't be too difficult 
to remember,” said Florence. “Er, 
what was if again?” 
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“This is going to make things 
easier, is it?” said Dougal. 

“My turn,” said Brian, putting 
up a sign that said that the 
speed limit should be... very 
slow. 

“That's not a speed limit, you 
meandering mollusc,” said 
Dougal.“That’s practically a 
stop sign!” 

Finally, Mr Rusty put his 
warning sign up. “Flowers,” he 
said. 

“Flowers?” said Florence. 

“Flowers?” said Dougal. 

“Yes, flowers,” said Mr Rusty. 

“Just flowers?” said Zebedee. 
“What kind of a warning sign is 
that?” 

“Perhaps he’s got hayfever,” 
said Brian. 

“| think we're getting rather 
cluttered up with all these signs 
actually,” sighed Mr Rusty. “! 
wish I’d never started alll this. 
Couldn't we just turn this into an 
art gallery and call this one 
‘Flowers by Mr Rusty’?” said 
Mr Rusty hopefully. 

So they did. 

It was much less confusing. 


Dougal was most annoyed “| say! This is my bed!” Dougal When the bear didn't wake up, 


when he found a pink teddy shouted in the bear's ear. “Did Dougal lost his temper. He 
pear in his bed one day. “What you hear me? Get up and find jumped on the bed - and the 
acheek!” he wuffed crossly. somewhere else to sleep!” bear squirted water in his eye! 


Dougal wasn‘ cross then — he was scared! “There's 
a bear in my bed andit’s just atacked me!” he 
gasped, running over to Florence. “You've been 
dreaming, old matey!” Brian Snail giggled. 


“Not at alll” Dougal snapped. “Come and see for 
yourselves.’ “Oh, you are a silly, Dougall!” Florence 
laughed. “It’s a hot-water bottle | bought for you — 


to keep your paws nice and warm!” 
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Roundabout Riddle 


Mr Rusty is admiring his newly painted 
horses for the Magic Roundabout. , 
“ * Can you spot which two are a 
~ the odd ones out? 


ae 
BON aye Ola 


Unusual Umbrellas 


One day Mr MacHenry was showing Florence, 
Dougal and Brian some of the lovely flowers in his 
garden. “Oooh, it’s starting fo rain” Florence said. 
“Quick - we must shelter.” 


“Well, well’ laughed Dougal. “I've heard of sun- 
flowers, but not rain-flowers.’ “They are lovely little 
umbrellas!” Florence smiled. “That's right,” said Mr 
MacHenry. “Do pick one’ 


“Don't go’ said Mr MacHenry. “You must see my 
special rain-flowers — they only grow when iit rains: 
As he spoke, lots of tiny coloured shoots sprang up 
out of the ground. 


“Dont mind if | share yours, do you, matey?” Brian 
Snail asked, hopping on to Dougall’s back. “Not at 
all’ said Dougal. “This titchy umbrella only keeps 
my head dry. You can keep my back dry,” 
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Zebedee has had a cold, sneezed and his Magic Moustache 
has accidentally made five other Zebedees appear. 
They all look the same. 

Can you find the odd one out who is the REAL Zebedee? 


: ANSWER : 
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“You will turn into a sugar lump 
one of these days,’ Florence 
giggled, when she saw Dougal 
busily munching sugar. 


“Don't be silly,” Dougal sniffed. 
“Whoever heard of anyone 
turning into a sugar lump?” That 
gave Florence an idea. 


She wert to find Zebedee. 
“Dougal is eating too much 
sugar,” she said. Then she told 
Zebedee her idea. 


Suddenly, Dougal turned into a 
big lump of sugar! “There!” 
laughed Florence. “I told you 
that would happen, didn't |?” 


“That should put him off sugar 
for a while” Zebedee laughed. 
He bounced over to Dougall, fo 
work a magic spell. 


Then Zebedee turned Dougal 
back again. “Sugar lump, 
matey?” said Brian Snail. “Er, no 
thanks,’ mumbled Dougal. 
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Dougal and Brian Snail were walking through the 
Magic Garden one day, when they saw a notice. 
It said: Snow Drops Here. “Snowdrops, eh?” said 
Dougal. “They are my favourite flower.” 


The snow was very pretty — all the colours of the 
rainbow, but Dougal wasn't interested. “| came 
here to see snowdrops — not snow dropping,’ he 


grumbled to Mr MacHenry when he came along. 
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“Let's wait and watch the snowdrops grow then?’ 
said Brian. After a while, it began to snow. “| dont 
know about snowarops - but the snow is certainly 
dropping here’ Brian giggled. 


“You're on the wrong hill to see flowers,’ Mr 
MacHenry laughed. “Snowdrops grow on the next 
hill along. Lots of snow drops on this hill’ “Hummm? 
said Dougal crossly. “So | see!” 


Dougal was counting his jam 
hoard. “I have here,” Dougal 
was saying to himself proudly, 
“the finest collection of jams in 
the world. And they’re all mine,” 
and he checked, just to make 
sure. “Marmalade. Ah yes. I've 
got three or four varieties of 
that. Very popular jam that, very 
popular. Strawberry jam, 
raspberry jam, blackcurrant 
jam...” 

But the jam jars wouldn't 
keep still. They rattled and 
rearranged themselves 
restlessly and did little dances. 

“All right, all right, now keep 
still the lot of you. None of this 
jumping about. You're 
supposed fo just stand ona 


shelf in a row and be admired,” 
snapped Dougal, who was 
getting all confused with his 
counting. 

But the jams weren't listening 
and formed a little pyramid to 
amuse themselves. 

“Yes, yes, now get down,” said 
Dougal who had just started 
trying to count them all over 
again. 

“I've labelled them alll 
properly so | can exhibit them 
all in my Museum of Jam!” said 
Dougal proudly. “And take them 
out and taste them 
occasionally of course,” he 
added peckishly. “Just one of 
the perks of being the curator, 
heh heh heh heh.” 
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Florence arrived. 

“Hello Dougal,” she said. 

“Ah! An envious jam 
enthusiast,” said Dougal 
suspiciously. 

“Not really,” said Florence, 
who had just had breakfast 
and was too full up to be 
interested in jam. “I was just 
passing and | thought I'd see if 
you were enjoying yourself.” 

Dougal said he was and 
decided to show off his jams. 
“You are about to witness the 
most important collection of 
conserves in the western 
hemisphere!” he announced. 
“You're lucky | don’t charge an 
entrance fee. Step this way!” he 
added grandly. 

But the jams had gone. 

“What!?” cried Dougal, 
hunting high and low for them. 
“All gone? All my jams? My 
redcurrant jelly? My apricot 
and rhubarb conserve? All my 
pretty lemon curds, gone!?” 
cried Dougal. “This is the work of 
jam rustlers!” 
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“| don't think so,” said 
Florence calmly. 

“Unscrupulous fruit and sugar 
thieves,” ranted Dougal, “who 
would think nothing of 
spreading my jams on ordinary 
sandwiches and cakes. They 
must have been professionals,” 
he ranted, looking around for 
Clues. “They haven't left a trace,” 
he said frantically. “Not so much 
as a jam print!” 

They went in search of the 
missing jam and came across 
Dylan, who was asleep under a 
tree. 

“Ah, a likely looking suspect, | 
shall detain him for 
questioning!” said Dougal, 
eyeing him suspiciously for jam 
smears. 

“Hey man, let sleeping rabbits 
lie, right?” protested Dylan, who 
wasn't very happy about being 
woken up. 

“Have you seen Dougal’s 
collection of prize jams?” 
asked Florence politely. 


“Er, no, but | was, like, in a 
traffic jam once,” said Dylan, 
going back to sleep. But that 
wasn’t much help. 

“Huh! He wouldn't know jam if 
it was spooned on to a scone 
with a double helping of 
clotted cream!” muttered 
Dougal. “Which, come to think 
Of it, is a good idea,” he added, 
licking his lips longingly. 

“Have you ever tried peanut 
butter instead,” asked Mr 
MacHenry whizzing by on his 
tricycle. 

“Oh please!” said Dougall, 
appalled at the very idea. 

“I's very high in protein,” said 
Mr MacHenry. “The trouble with 
jam is that all that sugar is very 
bad for the teeth.” 

“You leave my teeth out of 
this,” said Dougal. 

“Come on Dougall,” said 
Florence patiently. “We're 
obviously not going to find 
them here.” So they went off to 
search some more. 

They met Brian. 

“Hallo,” said Brian cheerfully, 
pulling a long line of jam jars 
behind him with a piece of 
string. “Are these yours?” 

“So it was you! | might have 
guessed!” said Dougall. 

“| just took them for a run,” 
said Brian, who couldn't see 
what all the fuss was about. 


“They looked like they needed 
the exercise. | was only trying to 
help.” 

“Yes, well, | don’t like runny 
jam, thank you very much,” said 
Dougal, checking his jars. 
“Twenty one, twenty two. 
Blueberry preserve. Yes, they’re 
all there.” And he gave 
Florence a jar of some of his 
more ordinary jam as a present 
for helping him find them. 

“And as for you,” he said, 
glaring at Brian, “you - you slow 
person...” 

“Oh dear, you do find it 
difficult to enjoy what you’ve 
got,” said Brian. 

“| don’t know what you mean,” 
said Dougal. 

“Life is for living, jam is for 
giving, love should be spread 
and I'm off to bed!” said Brian 
cheekily and he zipped off 
leaving Dougal all alone with 
his jam again. 

“All the more for me then,” 
said Dougal.“Now which one 
shall | try first?” 
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A game for two or more players. 
You will need some counters 
and a dice. Can you help 
Dougal get through another 
weird and wonderful day in the 
Garden? The first one to get to 
bed wins. 


If you land on a SUGAR SQUARE, , 
you get some extra energy, so Se 
you can have an extra go, ; 
If you land on a BRIAN SQUARE, 
you miss a go, because he’s so 
slow. 


ay j al 


Dougal, Florence andPaulwere Thenhe found abig shell. But when Dougal shook out his 


collecting sea-shells. “They are “Florence and Paul willbe green _ shell bag, the big shell fell out - 
all so small’ Dougal grumbled, with envy when they see this with Brian Snail inside it! What 
as he filled his shell bag. shell,” he chuckled. a surprise! 


“We are collecting sea-shells not snail-shells’ But Dougal had other ideas — he hid inside a 
Florence giggled. Brian was not very happy. giant sea-shell where Brian could not find him. 
“I'm going to pull your tail, matey,” he said, “lll stay here until he calms down’ funny 
chasing Dougal. Dougal thought! 
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lures of Mr Rusty and Mr MacHenry having a chat 
oundabout. The pictures look alike, but if you look — 
at there a Nc: : 
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Vegetable Draughts 
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“Let's play a game of draughts, “That's not enough!” Dougal He led them to his vegetable 
Dougal’ Florence saidone day. gasped.“We cant play with patch and pulled up a carrot 
But when she emptied the box two draughts!” “I'll help’ said Mr and a parsnip. “We want to play 
— only two draughts fell out! MacHenry. “Follow me!” — not eat,” Dougal said crossly, 


“So you shall!” laughed Mr MacHenry. He took a 
knife from his apron pocket and cut the 
vegetables into lots of nice, neat slices. Each slice 
was flat and round — just like a draught! 
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“Now don't eat any,” Florence laughed as she 
gave Dougal the carrot draughts. “| don't eat 
carrots!” Dougal shuddered. “Perhaps Mr 
MacHenry can make some from sugar next time!” 


Dougal and Brian Snail saw some pretty flowers in “| say, old chap’ Brian gasped, “are you feeling 
the Magic Garden one day. “Let’s see if they smell quite well? Your nose has turned yellow.” “Oh, no!” 
nice’ Dougal said, sticking his nose into the middle = gasped Dougal, feeling faint. They didnt know it 
of a flower and sniffing hard. was pollen from the flower. 


ee tres: 
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But Florence did! Silly Dougal’ she smiled, taking “Now stand very still, Dougal’ Mr MacHenry said 
him to see Mr MacHenry. “My bees use pollen to as some of his bees flew out of the hive and 
make honey,” Mr MacHenry said. “They'llsoonget settled on Dougal’s nose. "| hope they're in a 

it off your nose.” friendly mood, matey,” Brian Snail giggled. 
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“Hello, Mr Rusty. I's my birthday,” 
sighed Florence sadly. 

“Happy birthday,” said Mr 
Rusty. “Did you get any 
presents?” 

“All | got was this 
handkerchief from my aunt 
who I've never met,” sighed 
Florence again, showing him 
her new handkerchief. 

“Oh, that’s a bit boring,” said 
Mr Rusty sympathetically. 

BOING! 

Zebedee arrived. 

“Hello Birthday Girl,” he said 
brightly. 

“Hello Zebedee,” said 
Florence. 

“Did you get any good 
presents then?” he asked. 
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“She got a hanky from her 
aunt who she’s never met,” said 
Mr Rusty matter of factly. 

“Oh, that’s a bit boring, isn’t 
it?” said Zebedee. Florence 
had to agree. 

Mr Rusty took Florence to the 
Garden fo try and cheer her up 
but there was nobody about. 

“Where is everybody?” said 
Florence and then she spotted 
Brian crawling along.“Onh, look. 
There’s Brian. Hello Brian, it’s my 
birthday today —-” 

But Brian didn’t seem to hear 
her and slithered off. 

“Oh,” said Florence, 
disappointed.Then she saw 
Ermintrude and went to meet 
her. “Hello Ermintrude, it’s my 


birthday today,” she said, 
hopefully. 

“Oh, is it?” said Ermintrude 
busily and carried on walking. 

Florence couldn't 
understand it.“Why is everyone 
ignoring me?” she said. 

Dougal wandered by... 

“Hello Dougal, it’s my—-” 
began Florence, 

..€and carried on. 

“Oh,” said Florence. She 
thought Dougal might have 
remembered. 

Dougal stopped for a 
moment, turned round and 
came back. 

“Well if you think we’ve 
planned a surprise treat for you 
then you’re wrong!” said 
Dougal, and wandered off 
again. 

Florence had a little sniffle 
and blew her nose on her new 
hanky. Surely somebody 
cared? 


Dylan hurried past with his 
guitar. 

“Hello Dylan, it’s my birthday 
today although | shouldn't think 
you're very interest —” said 
Florence quickly as he walked 
by. 

“Oh!” sighed Florence. 
Nobody seemed to remember 
her birthday and everybody 
seemed too busy to care. 

“Never mind, come on,” said 
Mr Rusty kindly. 

“| don’t know,” said Florence, 
shaking her head.“Maybe I've 
got the date wrong or 
something...” 

“Hurry up or you'll miss the 
beginning,” urged Mr Rusty as 
they came to a stage. 

“Oh!” said Florence. She was 
so surprised she had fo sit 
down on a log. 

“Now,” said Mr Rusty, “for your 
entertainment, edification and 
evolution | am proud to present 
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the most Reckless Rabbit, the 
most Radiant Rodent! Yes, 
Dylan the Juggling Hare!” 

The curtains parted and 
Dylan did some amazing 
juggling with a bunch of his 
best carrots.When he had 
finished he presented them to 
Florence. 

“Here man, happy 
anniversary for a very special 
chick,” said Dylan, and he blew 
her a kiss. 

“And here we have, if he’s 
ready,” said Mr Rusty, taking a 
quick peek behind the curtain, 
“— Mr MacHenry!” 

Mr MacHenry came on stage 
wearing a wizard’s hat. He was 
going to do some magic. He 
took the hat off and held it in 
his hand. 

“Hat, head. Head, hat,” he 
said. “Hat, tiddlybum — flowers!” 
and a bunch of flowers 
appeared magically in his hat. 


He gave them to Florence with 
a bow. “Happy Tiddleybum 
day!" he said. 

“Oh, they’re lovely!” said 
Florence, coming over all funny 
and having a happy sort of 
little sniff into her new hanky. 

“| thank you!” said Mr Rusty. 
“And moving on swiftly now, the 
Flying Trapeze...” 

BOING! BOING BOING 
BOING BOING! Florence 
watched breathlessly as 
Zebedee performed some 
amazing acrobatic acts. 

“Happy birthday,” said 
Zebedee when he had 
finished, “and | thought you 
might like my autobiography, 
should you ever get the 
chance to read it.” And he 
gave her a book. 

“Thank you,” said Florence, 
and she put it with her other 
presents. 


“And now,” announced Mr 
Rusty, “a death defying feat!” 

The curtains opened again 
to reveal a tightrope and 
Dougal. 

“Drum roll, maestro, please,” 
said Dougal, climbing on to the 
tightrope. Florence gasped as 
Dougal edged his way across. 

“Ta-daaa!” he cried as he got 
to the other side and he came 
across with two presents. “I got 
you another present in case 
you didn't like the chocolates,” 
said Dougal.“Oh and happy 
birthday, by the way.” 

“Oh, a skipping rope! Lovely. 
Thank you,” said Florence. 

“Er, So you won't be needing 
the chocolates then?” said 
Dougal hopefully. 

“We'll see,” said Florence. 

“And now by popular 
demand,” cried Mr Rusty once 
more, ‘those daredevil 
bareback riders all the way 
from over there — the Brianinis!” 

Brian sat on Ermintrude’s 
back as she galloped towards 
a hoop on the stage. 


“Geroni-moo!” she shouted 
as she tried to leap through the 
hoop, but she got stuck and 
Brian shot into the air, 
somersaulted and landed by 
Florence, who thought if was all 
part of the act and clapped. 

“And a very happy birthday 
to you,” said Brian, bowing. 

“Oh, | was too large to go 
through the hoop!” said 
Ermintrude sadly. 

“Nonsense,” said Brian, “you're 
a fine figure of a cow!” 

And with that, the Birthday 
Show was over. It had all been 
very exciting. 

“Well that’s all until next year,” 
said Mr Rusty. 

“Well, bye bye,” said Florence, 
picking up all the presents from 
her friends. “Thank you all for my 
very nice presents. | can hardly 
carry them all!” she said as she 
staggered back home. 

Dougal rushed after her. 

“lll help you,” said Dougall, “I'll 
help you carry them. Well, | 
mean, if you get bored with the 
chocolates...” 


“Hurry up!” Dougal said crossly 
as he waited for a turn on a slide 
inthe Magic Roundabout 
playground. “| want a go, too!” 


Dougal got tired of waiting. So “What a lucky dog lam - a slide 


he wandered off and saw all to myself,” he grinned as he 
another slide — with nobody on climbed the steps. “Here we 
it! “That's more like it,” he said. go!” he said, starting fo slide. 


But Dougal didnt feel so lucky whenhe gottothe = But Florence and the others didn’t think it was silly. 
bottom of the slide - and shot straightintoaplay- = They put on their swimsuits and swapped slides! 
pool! “What a silly place to puta poolof nasty wet “That's better!” Dougal grinned as he slid down his 


water,” he muttered crossly, 
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slide. “A dry mat at the bottom 
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Playground Fun 


“Hurry up!” Dougal said crossly 
as he waited for a turn ona slide 
in the Magic Roundabout 
playground. “I want a go, too!” 


| But Dougal didn't feel so lucky when he got to the 

| bottom of the slide - and shot straight into a play- 

| pool! “What a silly place to put a pool of nasty wet 
| water,” he muttered crossly, 
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Dougal got tired of waiting. So 
he wandered off and saw 
another slide — with nobody on 
it! “That’s more like it,” he said. 


“What a lucky dog!am -—a slide 
all to myself,” he grinned as he 
climbed the steps, “Here we 
go!” he said, starting to slide. 


But Florence and the others didn't think it was silly. 
They put on their swimsuits and swapped slides! 
“That's better!” Dougal grinned as he slid down his 
slide. “A dry mat at the bottom!” 


wees 

#5 Me 
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One warm night in the Magic Garden, Dougal fell = “Oooh, what hit me?” Dougal gasped. He didn't 
asleep and dreamt that he was sleeping on the see the coconut lying in the sand nearby. But he 
beach of a tropical island. Suddenly, a coconut did see a starfish. “My goodness!” he gasped. “The 
fell down and clunked him on the head. stars are falling out of the sky.” 


Suddenly, Florence and PaulappearedinDougals “Well, pick some more then, and we can all have 
dream. “This is a starfish — not a sky star,"Florence — adrink, Dougal grinned. When he woke up the 
explained. “And this is what hit you’ said Paul, next morning, Dougal licked his lips. “I'm glad my 
picking up the coconut. dream had such a happy ending” he chuckled. 
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Make a Dougal 


How to make your own Dougal. 


You will need: 


some woo}  OUNd- —felt-tip pens toxic 
ended or paints ae 


SCissors, 
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There. 


Your very own Dougal! 
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Florence was by the Magic 
Roundabout. She wanted to go 
for a walk in the Garden, so she 
called for Zebedee... 

BOING! 

Who arrived. 

“Ah, there you are!” said 
Florence. 

“Hello, are you really sure you 
want fo go to the Garden 
today?” said Zebedee 
mysteriously. 

“Why, what’s happening?” 
said Florence curiously. 

“It’s just that it’s a bit noisy, 
what with the birds,” said 
Zebedee, “and the er, guitars, 
and the pianos and the drums 
and, er, everything,” he added 
uncomfortably. 

“Oh is there some music?” 
said Florence with interest. 

“You could call it that if you 
like,” said Zebedee warily. 


“| like the sound of that,” said 
Florence dreamiily. 

“Yes, | thought you might,” 
said Zebedee. So off they 
went... 

In the Garden, Florence met 
Dougal who greeted her with a 
song. 

“It’s a hard life being a dog 

It's nothing like falling 

off a log, 

You sing for your supper 

You struggle and suffer, 

Yes, being a woofer’s a slog. 
Oh, what wit, what beauty, what 
poetry,” gushed Dougal. 

“What utter rubbish!” said 
Brian, who had been playing 
guitar. 

Dylan, who had been 
playing the piano, had another 
way of looking at it. “I'd say it 
was just... bad!” he said. 
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“Oh, don’t listen to them,” said 

Dougal to Florence. “They don't 
~ know what they’re talking 
about.” 

Florence said she wasn’t so 
sure. 

“They're just jealous. I’ve got a 
million of’em.This one’s going 
to be the first single off my new 
album!” And he started to sing 
again. 

“I's a tough life being a 

hound, 

With your nose and your ears 

on the ground. 

To do sit-up-and-begs 

You need massive hind legs, 

And then you get put in the 

pound.” 

And again Brian and Dylan 
accompanied him on their 
instruments. 

“| suppose you'd better meet 
the band,” said Dougal.“On the 
piano we have Long-eared 
Lettuce Jefferson!” he said, 

introducing Dylan. 


“Like er, hi!’ said Dylan. 

Florence gave him a little 
wave. 

“And on guitar we have - a 
slug!” said Dougall. 

“Lam not a slug!” protested 
Brian.“l am a snail and anyway, 
what about a stage name?” he 
said, rather hurt. “You promised!” 

“That's it,” said Dougal 
wickedly. “Brian the Slug.” 

‘And so this is Dougal’s 
music?” asked Florence, 
looking at the sheet music. “It 
looks very complicated.” 

“Yeah, it’s, like, Dougal’s,” said 
Dylan. “Like it’s got all these er, 
notes, but I’ve got a slight 
problem with them. I’m, like, 
playing them but they alll 
sound like er, smudgy.” 

“Smudgy!? My music, 
smudgy?” cried Dougal 
indignantly. “I've never been so 
insulted!” 

“Yes,” added Brian, “and if you 


ask me, mine sounds all upside 
downsy.” 

“Upside downsy? Smudgy?” 
said Dougal, appalled. “Stop 
moaning and start playing. Get 
on with it.” 

So they got on with it and 
Dougal accompanied them on 
the cello. 

Florence listened...and 
listened.To the smudgy piano, 
to Dougal (who didn’t seem to 
notice) and to the upside 
downsy guitar until she couldn't 
stand it any more and covered 
her ears. 

“Excuse me,” she said, going 
over to the piano. “I think you'll 
find those notes you're playing 
aren’t notes at all,” she told 


Dylan. “They're smudges of jam.” 


And Dylan licked one, just to 
see. 

“Hey, you're right,” he said. 
“Like, sweet music, man!” 

“Ah, yes,” said Dougal, 
embarrassed. “Well, a dog must 
eat, you know. Composing 
music is hungry work.Would you 
begrudge a budding 
Beethoven a jam buttie every 
now and then?” 

“And | think your music 
wouldn't sound so upside 
downsy if it wasn’t upside 
down,” said Florence, turning 
Brian’s music sheets the right 
way up. 


“Oh, | didn’t know,” said Brian. 
“| can’t read music anyway.” 

And they tried again. 

“Yeah!” said Dylan. “It sounds 
better without the jam!" 

Florence listened carefully. 

“Yes, that’s much better,” she 
agreed as the band played on. 
“Maybe they need a singer,” 
she thought, but decided that it 
wasn't quite her scene. Then 
she wondered whether to have 
a little dance.“Get down and 
boogie!” she thought, but she 
was too shy. 

“Of course, | could have done 
all this by myself,” said Dougal, 
“put | have to keep these two 
out of trouble.” 
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“Who wants a bouncy balloon?” called Mr Rusty 
one day, “I'll have that big red one’ said Dougal, 
first in the queue. But a gust of wind blew the 
balloon string out of his mouth. 


“Silly balloon!” muttered Dougal. “Fancy landing in 
apool where | can't reach you” Then he had an 
idea. When Florence and Paul came along, 
Dougal was noisily drinking the water. 
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Dougal’s Red 


‘ \ “ 


“Come back here” wuffed Dougal. He didn't see 
the red balloon caught in a tree but he saw its 
reflection in the little pool below. “There you are’ 
he said crossly, peering into the water. 


But when Dougal had drunk every drop, his 
balloon had disappeared. “Funny Dougal’ 
laughed Florence. “Your balloon is up in the tree’ 
“Him! So it is” said Dougall, feeling silly. 


ANE 


Florence was busy washing the outside of her 
dolls house one day, when Zebedee bounced up. 
“Can |help with a spot of magic?” he asked. “No -— 
I've nearly finished,’ Florence smiled. 


a The Doll’s House 


Dougal has a house just like Florence's - only 
bigger. He thought Florence's house was his! 
“What a cheek!” he gasped. “Zebedee’s 
magicked my house all teeny-weeny!” 


Silly Dougal squeezed inside and went to bed, 
“What are you doing in my doll’s house?” Florence 
gasped, when she opened the side. “This is my 
house,’ said Dougall. “And I’m trying to sleep.” 
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When Dougal explained about Zebedee, 
Florence laughed. “He didn’t magic your house 
small — that’s it over there!” she giggled. “Oh’’ said 
Dougal. “Well, anyone can make a mistake!” 


The Magic Garden was 
covered in snow, Ermintrude 
was busy kicking it up. Some 
landed on Dougal! 


“Now, now! Stop that, you twol” said Florence. “She 
started it!” mumbled Dougal. “| was only trying to 
uncover some flowers to eat,” Ermintrude said. 
“Oh, look, Dougal has found some!” 


“| say, do you mina?” woofed 
Dougal. But Ermintrude didnt 
hear him — she just kicked more 
snow in Dougal’s face! 


“Two can play snow-kicking 
games!” Dougal muttered, 
kicking up his back legs and 
pelting Ermintrude with snow. 


“Yes, well’ said Dougal, going red, “I'm good at 
finding things” “As you've found flowers for 
Ermintrude to eat, | find a bag of sugar lumps for 
you to eat, Dougal’ Florence giggled. 
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Florence, Dougal and Dylan are going to ride on Mr Rusty’s 
Magic Roundabout. Can you untangle the lines to find out 
which horse each of them is going to ride? 


“Cheer up, matey!” Dougal said when he saw Florence decided it was time for everyone to 


Peter Pillartbox’s glum face. “What's wrong?” write their Christmas cards - and post them in 
“’m empty,” Peter sighed. “| want some letters Peter! “He'll feel better with something inside him, 


inside me’ she smiled. 


When everyone had written their cards, they “Now Peter looks happy but if would take an 
posted them in Peter Pillarbox. “Lovely!” grinned awful lot of sugar lumps to make me smile like 
Peter, who became so full with all the cards that that!” Dougal muttered as Peter Pillarbox hopped 
his tummy bulged. off fo the post office. 
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Mr MacHenry, the Gardener, is lost. 
Can you help him find his way 
to the Magic Roundabout at the centre 
of the maze? 


“A shop on wheels, eh?” Dougal wuffed when he “\'lltake five of your biggest books, Mr Rusty, 


saw Mr Rusty’s mobile library. “Silly!” Florence please” Dougal said. Florence stopped reading 
smiled, “It’s a library where you can borrow books.” —_ and frowned. Dougal never wanted to read big 
“Can you indeed?” thought Dougal. books. What was he up to? 


As Dougal went off balancing four books on top “All/ want to improve” said Dougal, climbing on 
of his head and carrying the fifth, Florence, Rosalie top of the books, “is my chance of reaching the 
and Paul followed him. “Perhaps he wants to sugar tree” “Whatever next?” laughed Florence. 
improve his mind” Paul giggled. “A sugar feast, that’s what,” said Dougall. 
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It was night time in the Garden 
and Florence was having a 
nice moonlit walk before bed. 

“Hello Dougal, what are you 
doing up?” said Florence. ‘I 
thought you’d have been in 
bed long ago.” 

“| was!” moaned Dougal. “But | 
couldn't sleep.” 

“Oh,” said Florence 
sympathetically. 

“Yes, it’s a terrible thing. | kept 
tossing and turning and turning 
and tossing,” moaned Dougal. 

“Have you tried a nice cup of 
hot chocolate?” asked 
Florence helpfully. 

Dougal said that he had. “I’ve 
tried everything,” he sighed. “I 
still can’t sleep.” 

“Oh well,” said Florence. “It’s a 
lovely night.| came out to see if 
| could see any shooting stars.” 
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“Oh,” said Dougal.“Seen any 
yet?” 

“No,” said Florence. 

So they looked fo see if they 
could see any together. 

“Er, do they usually come - 
round this way?” asked Dougal 
eventually. 

“| don’t know,” said Florence. 
“I've never seen one, but | 
thought if was worth having a 
look.” 

Dougal sighed rather loudly. 
“| suppose it might pass the 
hours until morning,” he said 
pitifully and he stared so hard 
at the sky that he saw spots 
before his eyes. 

“Help! I've got spots before 
my eyes!” he cried, panicking. 
“They're not spots, Dougal, 
they’re stars,” said Florence 

calmly. 


“Oh. Oh yes,” said Dougal 
thankfully, “so they are.” 

“Have you tried counting 
sheep?” asked Florence, 
changing the subject. 

“Counting sheep?” said 
Dougal in disgust. “What good 
would that do? | want to go to 
bed, not a farm. Anyway, | might 
not be able to see them in the 
dark and then | might bump 
into one of them and they'd all 
wake and start singing ‘Baa, 
Baa Black Sheep’ and then I'd 
never get to sleep, would |?” 

“That’s not quite what | 
meant,” said Florence. 

“And anyway, sums have 
always made me jumpy,” said 
Dougal miserably. 

“You're meant to count 
pretend sheep in your mind,” 


off.” 


said Florence, “until you drop 


“Hmmph! Sounds like too 
much hard work to me,” said 
Dougal huffily. 

“Oh, come on,” said Florence, 
“let’s try.” So they closed their 
eyes and tried. “One, two, three, 
four, five...” 

But Dougal was having 
difficulty. 

“Here, just a minute,” said 
Dougal, opening his eyes. “All 
my sheep have been rounded 
up by a sheep dog,” he said. 
“How am | supposed to count 
them now?” 

“This isn’t really working, is it?” 
sighed Florence,and Dougal 
had to agree. 

Just then Dylan came along. 

“Oh, this is all | need,” said 
Dougal. “At least there’s only 
one of him, thank goodness,” 
he muttered. 
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“Hey, like hello,” said Dylan. 
“Fancy seeing you up so late.” 

“I've got insomnia,” said 
Dougal crossly, “which in case 
you didn’t know, means | can’t 
sleep!” 

“Why sleep on a night like this 
when you can sleep during the 
day?” asked Dylan. “Let’s 
mellow ouf!” 

“lll mellow him out in a 
minute!” muttered Dougal. 

“Oh, hello,” said a little Star 
shyly.“Did you see me just 
now? Wasn't | good? | think if all 
went terribly well, don’t you?” 

Dougal said that they must 
have missed her. “Yes,” he said, 
glaring at Florence, “we were so 
busy counting fluffy animals 
that we missed you. What 
exactly was it you er, did 
exactly?” 

“Oh. Oh dear,” said the Star, a 
little disappointed. “It was my 
first time too. My debut. My first 
night. | mean I’ve appeared in 
the constellations before, you 
know, in the background, but 
this was my big break. | was 
plucked out of the chorus line 
to be a Shooting Star!” 

“Well I’m sure you looked 
lovely,” said Florence. 

“Yes,” said Dougal. “All | can 
say is that the next time | can’t 
sleep, | shall certainly try and 
catch your performance.” 
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Dylan had brought his fiddle. 
“| thought we ought to have a 
first night party,” he said. “The 
night is young and you're so 
beautiful,” Dylan told the Star. 
“Would you like to dance, like, in 
the moonlight?” he asked. 

“Good grief!” muttered 
Dougal.“A star-struck rabbit!” 

“I'd love to,” said the Star, “but 
I've got to go.| have to get an 
early night. I've got another 
performance tomorrow and | 
need my beauty sleep,” she 
explained sweetly. “Goodbye!” 
she said as she slipped back 
into the sky. 

“What a charming star,” said 
Dougal as they watched her 
go. 
“Yes, charming,” agreed 
Florence.“Do you Know she’s 
the first star I've ever met,” she 
said. 

“Me too,” said Dougal, “and | 
didn’t even get her autograph. 
Oh well!” 
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something happening, even if 


BOING! you don’t want if to!” 
Zebedee arrived. “Any adventures?” said 
“Up late, aren't we?” said Zebedee. 
Zebedee. “Long day?” “Oh, yes,” said Florence, 
“Yes,” said Florence. “oodles.” 
“Not bored anymore?” asked “Oh, good,” said Zebedee. “l am 
Zebedee. glad,” and he gave alittle twirl. 
“Bored!” exclaimed Dougal. “I Florence stifled a yawn. 
don’t know how you can be “Yes, time for bed | think!” said 


bored in this place.There’s always Zebedee. 


61 


NS 


